286               THE DAY AFTER DEATH.

The Author. My book contains so many daring assertions,
I have already exposed myself so fully to the animosity oi
both the learned and the ignorant, that I feared to furnish an
additional pretext to their diatribes.

Tlieophilus. That is not a reason. If you dread discussion
and fear detraction, why do you take up your pen at all ?
You were at liberty to keep your ideas on the origin and the
destiny of man to yourself, but, when you decided on sub-
mitting them to the public, you became bound to explain all
your rnind on the subject. If you believe in your system,
you must explain it without any reserve.

The Author. Your words are wise, and I ought therefore to
bow to them, and follow your imperative advice. Neverthe-
less I cannot make up my mind to do so, absolutely. I am
going to propose a middle course to you. In confidence, and
between ourselves, I will explain my ideas about God to you,
I will tell you in what part of the immense universe I place
this dazzling personality. If the idea seems to you absurd,
untenable, or even too hazardous, you will frankly tell me so,
and thus duly warned, I will keep my theory to myself; if
not------

Theophilus. (Interrupting him.) An excellent plan. There
can be no objection to that. Go on, I am listening.

(At this point, Theophilus seats himself, his elbow resting
on a book, and a cigar in his mouth, and composes himself
to listen, with an expression of grave attention, dashed with
suspicious severity, suitable to the arbitrator in a literary and
philosophical matter.)

The Author.   You want to know, my dear Theophilus,